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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

For the place where there is no death: 

I heard singing, 

The sound of wailing for the dead. 

West I went, 

On the world-encompassing water: 

Death's trail was before me. 

People, O people, 

It must be that we shall leave this pleasant earth. 

Therefore let us make songs together, 

Let us make a twine of songs. 

With them we shall bind the Spirit 

Fast to the middle heaven — 

There at least it shall roam no more. 

The white way of souls, 

There shall be our home. 

THE GRASS ON THE MOUNTAIN 

Oh, a long time 

The snow has possessed the mountains. 

The deer have come down, and the big horn, 

They have followed the sun to the south 

To feed on the mesquite pods and the bunch grass. 

Loud are the thunder drums 

In the tents of the mountains. 

Oh, a long time now 

[182] 



Mary Austin 

Have we eaten chia seeds 

And dried deer's flesh of the summer killing. 

We are wearied of our huts, 

And the smoky smell of our garments. 

We are sick with desire of the sun 
And the grass on the mountain. 

BLACK PRAYERS 

There is a woman 

Has taken my man from me! 

How was 1 to know, 

When I gave him my soul to drink 

In the moon of Corn-planting 

When the leaves of the oak 

Are furred like a mouse's ear, 

When the moon curled like a prayer plume 

In the green streak over Tuyonyi? 

When I poured my soul to his 

In the midst of my body's trembling, 

How was I to know 

That the soul of a woman was no more to him 

Than sweet sap dripping 

From a bough wind-broken? 

If I had known 

I could have kept my soul from him 
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